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Abstract
In this paper I uncover a set of conflicting desires within me. As I long for a family and
community I am torn between accepted patience and frustrated impatience. I create objects for
my descendants using historical craft techniques to connect to craftspeople of the past while
reaching to future generations. I dream of the family who will one day join me at my table to use
these objects, and for now, I begin my traditions proudly on my own.
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The objects and their stories are just beginning, they carry my anticipations within them. They
carry forward traditions of my own childhood and help pave the way for new rituals. One
particular story to the tone of a Seder1 replays in my mind:
It's Friday afternoon at the end of a usual week. The children are relaxing and playing
while Mom begins to get the Shabbat meal together. Soon she calls her children to help set the
table.
Starting with the tablecloth they each grab a corner and take care to evenly drape it over
the table. Its once-white surface brightens the space as the delicate lace elegantly trims the table.
The tablecloth is covered in a myriad of colors from purple wine stains, to darkened oil spots,
each carefully outlined with embroidered stitches.
The eldest coordinates the rest of the setup and delegates tasks to their siblings. One will
lay out the plates and glasses, and another the silverware; in honor of Shabbat, they use fancier
plates and cutlery. Once the table is set, the children gather the objects for the Shabbat rituals.
They carefully place the kiddush cup at one end and the candlesticks at the other. The youngest
skips over to place the loaf of braided challah at the head of the table, covering it with a napkin.
Everyone takes their seat, and the Shabbat blessings begin. As the candles are lit the
youngest tugs at the tablecloth running the lace scallops between their fingers. Then the wine is
blessed followed by the challah. The blessing is sung, and everyone receives a piece.
Then, it is time to enjoy the meal, starting with a soup. Two children run up to help Mom
pass out the bowls. One splashes over the edge as it's set down.
“A new stain!” And the children argue over who will embroider the stain’s outline. The
youngest pipes up, “Why do we trace the stains?” The oldest groans having heard this story
countless times, and Mom begins to explain:
“These stains act as artifacts that preserve our stories. We can look at the stain,
remember how it happened, what led to it and what came after. We frame and sign
them as a way to honor our family’s story, both small little dribbles of soup or
more dramatic spills of wine. Take for example the large purple-reddish spot here.
I spilled this wine on purpose as the very first stain on this tablecloth, back in
2022. Then the shape it made inspired the form of my Kiddush Cup. See how they
line up?”

1

Seder, the Hebrew word for ‘order’, references the specific rituals, readings and foods that are involved
in specific holiday meals; the most well-known of such holidays is Passover. Though my story is that of a
Shabbat dinner, I use the same tones of storytelling as we do during a Seder.
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Figure 1: Kiddush Cup

How odd is it that as I work in white thread, I can’t wait to see the stains that will happen.
They are stories that are waiting to be told.
Right from the very beginning of the design process of this collection, I have imagined
and considered the future different hands that will graze the object, from the tiny toddler hands
that will tug on the lace scallops of the tablecloth to the older fragile hands that will stroke the
surface of the candle sticks. I also imagine the conversations that will take place while folding up
the napkins at the end of the meal, the spills that will splash onto the outside of the kiddush cup,
and the various types of food that will be served around the table. As I continue to reflect and
envision the future life of my objects, the exact identities of the people who would join my table
are, at this time, unknown to me.
I am currently fabricating these objects and welcome them into their relevant traditions as
a single woman2, but as time will pass, I will leave them open ended so they can grow with my
family. The Judaica objects will exist as a continuous narrative as I attempt to create timeless
designs. With references to traditional silhouettes but sleeker surface textures, I believe these
pieces will always feel current in a future home. As for the tablecloth, it will be constructed with
panels allowing for growth as more people surround the table.

2

It is common to receive various Judaica objects as gifts, particularly in association with family events
such as weddings and baby-namings, and rarely do we buy them for ourselves. Since I grew up with this
inherent understanding, I find myself debating the validity of owning certain objects as a single person.
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I chose the materials for making my
objects, so that, as every user touches them,
their hands will leave their own marks. Though
it was my hands that created the objects, the
hand of each user will also be evident. The
cotton threads of the tablecloth will absorb the
spills, the natural oils of the fingertips and the
dust. The metal components, which are
frequently touched oxidize over time,
highlighting the accumulated use. One tradition
that I started in February, 2022 is embroidering
around each spill to anchor the narrative of the
daily stories into the family lore (Fig. 2). I see
this as yet another way of inviting my
descendants to connect with me, and also
becoming an enjoyable way of documenting
ordinary occurrences. While a spill might
typically be a source of stress when it stains a
handmade piece, I will provide permission to
spill, and thus celebrate the story that is
captured in that memory. Just like the memories
themselves, in time the stains will also overlap.

Figure 2 Embroidering the First Stain

“‘[O]ne Talmudic3 text reminds us that the Jewish people are both inheritors (banim) and
builders (bonim) of our traditions.” (Gartner)
I look forward to having a partner and children to share my love of the traditions and
customs that I grew up with, most of them relating to Jewish practices, such as Shabbat dinner
and holiday meals. I was always hesitant to perform these rituals on my own because it
highlights my solitude; it is a consistent uncertainty in which I wonder if a tradition can exist
without others present. Conceptually, tradition stems from the Latin “something handed over,”
therefore inherently indicating a transaction (Graburn). Will my actions exist as a tradition before
I welcome others to join me, before I have someone to pass it on to?

3

“The Talmud is a collection of writings that covers the full gamut of Jewish law and tradition, compiled
and edited between the third and sixth centuries.
Talmud is Hebrew for "learning," appropriate for a text that people devote their lives to studying and
mastering.” (Shurpin)

3

As I wait for others to join me in celebrating
these traditions, I have created a body of work
to reclaim my relationship with them. The first
step was revisiting the origins of the objects
used in the rituals. These objects, such as
tablecloths and candlesticks tend to be gifted at
major life events like weddings or purchasing a
house, events that I have yet to experience.
Therefore, I decided to create these objects for
myself to use while celebrating the traditions I
love. In this way I can still connect with some
of my most enjoyable traditions, like Shabbat
dinner, even before I have my own family.
By acting as the first user of these objects, and
also as their fabricator, I am deeply embed in
the history of these pieces. My connection
Figure 3 Tablecloth Signature
begins in the design phase as I imagine the
objects and sketch out plans and I maintain this
connection as I form the metal and weave the lace. Each hammer mark and pin hole are evidence
of my involvement throughout the process. Once the pieces are complete I use them in their
designated rituals and traditions.
Through my maker's marks, signatures (Fig. 3), and spoken stories, those who join me at
the table to use these objects and those who come after me will know my hand went into making
the pieces. As I make these pieces I continue to imagine who my partner, children, even
grandchildren may be, and embed these considerations within the objects. Each object has spaces
for continued contributions beyond my own hand. Spills will pour onto the tablecloth, the silver
will tarnish and wax will melt onto the candlesticks. Should I have descendants who share the
love of crafts with me, they may contribute through their own additions of stitching and markmaking. By granting permission to build up evidence of wear I hope the objects will remain in
use.
The candlesticks we use at my parents’ home (Fig. 4) at Shabbat dinner were dark bronze
and always covered in a buildup of white wax. They were cast by my father as a gift for my
mother early in their relationship. The irregularly shaped bronze forms have many concave areas
that collected wax over the years, and this buildup of white wax on the candlesticks is a tangible
example of the history my parents share and the family they built. Just as these candlesticks
remind me of my parent’s story, I hope my future family will feel a similar connection to me
through the objects I craft.
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Figure 4 My Parent’s Candlesticks

Figure 5 Candlesticks

Cast. ‘Smith. Cross. Twist.
The candlesticks on my table (Fig. 5) are cast in bronze using a sand-casting process, the
same method my father used to create the candlesticks for my mother. In fact, these candlesticks
are cast in the same facility my father crafted his 32 years ago. By following the same process of
casting, my candlesticks hold similar qualities to the ones that appeared on my childhood table.
They both display the grainy texture indicative of sandcasting, and have many mountain and
valley forms through which candle wax will flow. Where my father’s candlesticks stand
vertically, mine appear to melt into the table. This melted form acts as a visual representation of
the connection between my parent’s generation and mine as theirs flows into and informs mine.
While weaving the apron for the tablecloth I began to use the main fabric on my own
dining table. I held Shabbat dinners and intentionally spilled the first stain. This deliberate splash
of wine lessened the impact of the first mark, since the first stain, as my Nana puts it, is the
hardest to bear. It is so, because the fabric goes from a clean blank surface to one that is marred
in a split second that could not be foreseen or stopped. It is from this first stain of wine that I pull
my Kiddush Cup design (Fig 1). This stain is a starting point for the vessel that will eventually
create more stains.
In contrast with my intuitive approach to metalsmithing, my process for lace making is
methodical and numerically conceived. The desired size of the lace is roughly four inches wide
by 240 inches long, which will eventually become the apron of a tablecloth. In some respects, the
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idea of finishing such a large piece
initially felt just as impossible as
starting my own family, and yet, as
though one informs the other, I
know both will eventually happen
in due time.
As I worked on the lace, the
movement of the bobbins as they
twist and cross continues to amaze
me, I marvel at the tangible
existence of my time. The clicking
sounds are soothing in the moment
as the bobbins knock against one
another, as what began as limp lines
of yarn, slowly and methodically
form the lace off the back of the
pillow. The pattern is intentional
and carefully planned. I guide the
bobbins of yarn, and choreograph
them to cross and twist in just the
Figure 6 Bobbin Lace Pillow, Tablecloth Edge in Progress
right way and use pins to
temporarily hold the shape. As seen
in Fig 6., after some length has built up, the yarn will hold the delicate shape of the lace without
the assistance of the pins. The length falling off the opposite side of the lace-making pillow is
impressive; every twist, cross and all the spaces in between exist from my own action. As the
length rolls off the back of my pillow I know I am in control of this lace. I may not be able to
control the timeline of my life and those who will come into it, but I can determine each twist,
cross and weave of this lace border.
The pattern of the lace edging (Fig. 7) is a repeated unit consisting of four smaller
scallops on the outer edge and two larger scallops where it joins the fabric. This unit mirrors the
family unit I grew up in, with four children and two parents. This unit is repeated nine times
before a corner or break, which allows the larger scallops to total eighteen. In Hebrew, every
letter of the alphabet has a numerical value which is referred to as Gematria. In Gematria, the
number eighteen stands for chai, a number traditionally associated with life and prosperity. The
smaller scallops count to thirty-six, which in Gematria calculations spells out my name, Leah.
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Figure 7 One Unit of Tablecloth Edge

The stories live within the objects, and they act as tangible reminders of significant events.
I use these historical techniques because they are among the more time consuming
approaches to fabricating tableware. At the beginning of every piece I wonder if perhaps within
the duration of crafting this object I will meet my partner. Each piece I’ve made creates a direct
connection to the people and events that surrounded me during the crafting process. When I
revisit the piece, feelings towards the person and event return. With this in mind, I impatiently
wait to find out which piece will inevitably capture the beginning of my relationship with my
lifelong partner.
The repetitive nature and months-long commitment needed for weaving lace, establishes
the potential for each object to become nostalgic though its association of life events occurring
simultaneously. The doily I tatted in April 2020 (Fig. 8), embodies the fear of the beginning of
the pandemic with the hope that by summer it would fizzle out. When I handle this doily, I can
hear the talk show clips updating me on the status of the pandemic-dominated world. I am
thrown back to the nights where I focused on my hands knotting lace as I waited for a text from a
long-distance boyfriend. When I interact with this doily, all of these emotions return in a heartstopping way; my insides twist at the reenactment of longing and missing both boyfriend and the
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normal way of the
world. This doily is
evokes the emotions I
experienced with at the
end of a short-lived
relationship.
Another lace
piece, a tie I wove the
following winter,
embodies the solitude of
spending the holidays
alone. This tie (Fig. 9)
provided a daily focus in
the midst of another
spike of the pandemic.
My hands busied with
passing bobbins as I
listened to audiobooks
or joined in video chats.
Figure 8 Rusted Doily
On a few occasions I
Similar to the Rusted
Doily when I wear and touch the Lace Tie the emotions associated with the audiobooks and
conversations return.
With this potential to capture my experiences within the crafted objects, the tablecloth
border will be the longest I have spent on a single lace piece, and will provide the opportunity to
contain a myriad of life events. Within the several months required to weave this border, I may
meet my partner, find an exciting career opportunity, or open my home to a child; these will
coincide with events on a worldwide scale. As well, the heartbreak of losing a loved one looms
over me as an unfamiliar experience that may occur within the duration of weaving this lace
piece. The border of this tablecloth will embed the positive or negative experiences that occur
within the next few months.
The tangible memories then act as a reminder for when I inevitably encounter similar
experiences; I place them around my house where I encounter them on a daily basis. These lace
pieces serve as a reminder to celebrate the wonderful moments and encourage me to push
through more challenging ones.
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Figure 9 Lace Tie

One day, the lounge chair opposite my lace stand will be for my partner. Maybe we sit
quietly beside each other enjoying the company, or perhaps we listen to podcasts together and
chat.
I was fortunate to have grown up in a wonderful family and had an overall great
childhood. All of the joyful family gatherings, from Shabbat and holiday meals to casual nights
at the movies have long outlasted the more challenging memories. I look forward to living
through similar moments, when I am a parent. I grew up, a child with incredible traditions, and I
long to provide these same traditions and celebrations to my own children.
As someone who knows what she wants, and hardly hesitates to achieve her goals, it is
immensely frustrating that my most precious goal, which is to build my own family, is not one I
can achieve on my own. I’ve gone to school, pursued my career goals, and lived independently. I
am ready for a family. When I was growing up I often heard the phrase “you pick your college,
you pick your husband.” I know it was never intended that I find a husband in place of an
education or career, but rather if I were interested, my years of undergraduate school would have
been the place to find him. That did not work out for me, nor has it in the years that followed.
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Without knowing the previous owners and users, is an object still considered an heirloom?
What happens to the stories that were connected to that object?
Intergenerational heirlooms within families exist as beautiful crafts and demonstrate
strong bonds between generations. For example, hand embroidered tablecloths were handed
down from generation to generation, not only as visual testimony to those who created them, but
also as a source of stories recounting the many events during which these clothes adorned the
family table. The stains that remained on these cloths added to the stories regarding family
members who lived before.
I grew up around many objects that contain stories that occurred before my lifetime. My
maternal grandfather’s mother, who I know as Granny Annie, embroidered the tablecloths we use
at my grandparent’s house for Shabbat dinner. I did not get a chance to know Granny Annie very
well, and I have no recollections of her embroidering, therefore, it is entirely up to my
grandparents to share this component. I do, however, recall the chaos that ensued when one of
my siblings knocked over a glass of wine. My sibling felt bad, but my grandparents considered
this as a new part of the story. The tablecloth now carries stories of several generations and
events that must be kept alive by the owners of the tablecloth.
Stories similar to that of Granny Annie’s tablecloth exist for nearly every cherished
object. Those who witnessed the events later share the stories and those who listen eventually
retell their own interpretation. What happens when the object is separated from those who know
the stories, is the existence of sentiment enough or do the stories themselves create the heirloom?
An individual unaware of the stories might understand the stain on the tablecloth as evidence of
use, and may recognize the hand that went into detailed embroidery, yet they might never know
the details of the specific events. Is evidence of use what creates an heirloom? What happens to
those who were remembered in the original stories if we cease to share them?
L’Dor v’dor, I learned the importance of passing on tradition within Judaism and I carry it
across to the historical crafts I practice.
L’dor v’dor -- meaning “from one generation to the next”-- is a core value of Judaism
that resonates strongly within me. One of the synagogues I attended as a young child had “l’dor
v’dor” posted over a doorway, and at the time I thought it peculiar to need a reminder to connect
with other generations. I thought it was odd because I was—and still am—fortunate to have my
parents and grandparents at Shabbat and holiday meals, and the generational sharing of these
traditions was such a big part of my life. While I was growing up, I studied various traditions and
customs at school and then practiced several of them at home. For example, we studied the origin
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and stories behind why we celebrate the Shabbat meal and broke down the language within the
blessings. Then at home we gathered as a family on Friday evenings to celebrate Shabbat,
singing the same blessings using tunes my parents and grandparents taught us. Now I am
teaching the same origin stories and language skills to my students at Hebrew School, but I crave
my own family to share the personalized
versions of each tradition.
The calling to pass traditions forward
extends into my craft practice as well. Through
my use of traditional crafts, including
lacemaking and metalsmithing, I feel the weight
of generations of craftspeople and accept my
responsibility to pass it on. In both instances of
craft and Judaism, I know that the only way they
came into my life was because they were passed
down from previous generations. While growing
up, the Jewish practice within my household
always encouraged discovery and questions. To
that end I am expanding those questions to
present and future generations with tactile
objects using lacemaking and metalsmithing
techniques for when they ask “why” and “how”.
These practices uphold both familial and craft
traditions. Although I can’t predict the future, I’d
like to imagine my child or grandchild
discovering that the lace border of the familiar
tablecloth was handmade, and that this leads
them to find an interest in the same craft.
Figure 10 Screenshot of Lace Pattern Construction in
Rhino 3D
When it comes to passing practices
forward, I believe it is important to connect
traditional to contemporary. This connection allows space for growth and improvement while
keeping the core and essence of each tradition. From a technical aspect, I am part of the
conversation among lacemakers that benefit from the use of computers in planning a lace pattern.
Inviting the contemporary tool of a computer into the process (Fig. 10) has expanded the
prospects of lacemaking in terms of precision. This expansion does not exclude those who draw
by hand; it provides a means for those who struggle with pencil and paper to create a pattern.
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From an applied aspect, I stray from the unspoken rules of lacemaking and work in
combined styles. For example, using grounds4 from different parts of the world in one piece
appears to be against the norm. Though I have not seen any record of this as a rule or norm, I
have yet to find an example of a lace pattern or piece that has combined styles. Keeping the craft
relevant and interesting to a contemporary audience helps keep it alive, and hopefully moves it
forward to the next generation. There may be details lost to time, but the essence remains.
As I center my focus on my threads, I feel as though I am among lacemakers throughout time.
I see myself beside the women making lace in the streets of Europe, I indulge in the gossip as
the bobbins click between our fingers. I know I am doing my part to keep the craft alive.

Figure 11 Dentellieres [Bobbin Lace Makers]

Figure 12 Myself at the Park

There are many images of lacemakers presented historically in magazines, postcards and
other publications that depict an older woman seated outside her home working at her lacemaking pillow, sometimes with a few others gathered together (Fig. 11). Historically, working
outdoors was practical because sitting outside provided much better lighting than working
indoors with candles or lamps. Through mimicking the setup I have often seen throughout my
historical lace research, I hope to gain more insight into the lacemakers’ experience.
During the summer of 2021 I brought my lace-making pillow outside (Fig. 12), and
created lace while sitting in my yard and in public parks. I positioned myself outside as a means
to seek connection, and to increase my chances of meeting people. I consider this a passive way
to meet people, as I can sit and weave lace while others may choose to approach me. Since my
setup is an uncommon sight, it is more likely for a stranger to approach out of curiosity. The
4

Lace grounds are repeated patterns often used to cover large areas. Torchon, rose and linen grounds
are the three primary grounds featured in my tablecloth border.
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invitation to strangers is two-fold. First, it is thrilling to explain my craft to passers-by. Every
encounter I wonder if any of these strangers ended up heading home to learn lace-making, and if
I may be the reason they choose to pick up a set of bobbins. Secondly, I hope one of these
strangers may be an eligible suitor. My lace-making setup might be just the right conversation
starter.
My public park set up was the most successful, as several people approached me with
questions. There was a group of young teens, one of whom expressed a particular interest in
learning the craft, and I excitedly recommended videos that may get her started. I wonder if she
ended up searching for any videos later on. While working outdoors, I understood the challenges
of sitting publicly and practicing a technique that demands high focus. This experience provided
me with yet another level of awe towards the lacemakers of the past, as I often found myself
distracted by the sounds and happenings around me. Though these distractions prevented me
from falling into the meditative state I achieve alone, it was an enjoyable experience to seek this
connection to community. I plan to continue working in public as an option, but I am grateful for
the artificial light that allows me to work in a more focused environment and late at night.
I wonder if my child or grandchild will also feel the vast overwhelming pressure of a world of
options before them. If so, I hope they choose to seek solace in the tangible link in the
heirlooms I leave behind as a reminder that I navigated these options and so can they.
I am very fortunate to experience the full potential of options that my foremothers
worked hard for. For example, the option to support myself as an independent woman is an
incredibly freeing experience and would not be possible without the efforts of those before me.
Though these efforts are by no means over, the overwhelming options I face in my life ahead
continue to loom. I am also fortunate to grow up in a world where having a family, owning
property, and having a career as a woman are all options that can exist simultaneously. I am
particularly interested in combining motherhood with my career and navigating the challenges
that come with intersecting an exciting career with raising children.
Furthermore, at each intersection of life I encounter, for example, college graduation and
finding a new job, I have only myself to make these decisions. Without a partner's career and
desires, or a child’s education to consider, the possibility remains open to start my next part of
life anywhere in the world. This is the core of the great overwhelm I feel, which snowballs
further into all the possibilities of various careers, and decisions on purchasing a house or
renting. I long to set my roots somewhere and feel stable, but I doubt I will know where the right
place is when I make these choices alone.
In many ways setting guidelines helps me navigate forward. These desired guidelines
offer focus and clarity to both my art and my life. As an artist, I find comfort in creating work
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that responds to a prompt, whether from a classroom instructor or a client. When I am not
focusing creative energy on putting together the initial challenge or idea, there is more space for
me to focus on the response and execution. Once some boundaries are determined, for example,
materials, techniques, or content, they exist as a foundation for formulating a complete piece.
This same idea, finding freedom in boundaries, applies to why I find myself flailing
around in life and romanticizing traditions of the past—albeit misogynistic and patriarchal.
Historically, a girl may have been raised with the expectation that she will get married and raise
children of her own. Within Jewish tradition, her parents and a matchmaker would have assisted
in arranging this life path for her. I continue to feel immensely grateful for the opportunities
presented to me in life, the potential career paths, parenting options, and living situations I can
choose for myself. Yet I find them all so daunting. Similar to my desire to find a prompt in art, I
am looking for my prompt in life.
The future recollections will start with myself at the table and will develop into a dining
room full of people of all generations. I made the first stain on this tablecloth, and will inevitably
make more embroidering each one. This is the beginning of a new tradition regardless of whether
I experience it on my own or have company. I look forward to sharing this story when my future
family joins me around the table.

Figure 13 Imagined Future Family Shabbat Dinner
14
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